CHAPTER   SEVEN

John

*

BESIDES II Duro, we found another Italian who could
speak English, this time quite well. We had walked about
four or five miles up the lake, getting higher and higher.
Then quite suddenly, on the shoulder of a bluff far up, we
came on a village, icy cold, and as if forgotten.

We went into the inn to drink something hot. The fire
of olive sticks was burning in the open chimney, one or two
men were talking at a table, a young woman with a baby
stood by the fire watching something boil in a large pot.
Another woman was seen in the house-place beyond.

In the chimney-seats sat a young mule-driver, who had
left his two mules at the door of the inn, and opposite
him an elderly stout man. They got down and offered us
the seats of honour, which we accepted with due courtesy.

The chimneys are like the wide, open chimney-places
of old English cottages, but the hearth is raised about a foot
and a half or two feet from the floor, so that the fire is
almost level with the handsj and those who sit in the
chimney-seats are raised above the audience in the room,
something like two gods flanking the fire, looking out of
the cave of ruddy darkness into the open, lower world of
the room.

We asked for coffee with milk and rum. The stout
landlord took a seat near us below. The comely young
woman with the baby took the tin coffee-pot that stood